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little platforms to keep their feet dry, for Steer had not yet given up painting
a big canvas in the open. Tonks, on a memorable day, defied the heavens.
He sat in a downpour, going through the motions of painting a water-
colour, and carried home his sodden portfolio with a gloomy satisfaction.
I was driven to take cover in a draughty entry, commanding the market-
place and church.
On a middling good day a picnic was plotted. The rest of us bicycled;
the Three chartered a carriage and set off. At the first hill Steer was
'heated' or became conscious of a 'draught', and the carriage was closed.
We picnicked in a glade, not without anxiety. When we had downed our
victuals and sherry an improbable incident followed: Brown unbent. Poising
himself on a low bough, he swung backwards and forwards and vacantly
smiled. *No sound of joy or sorrow* was heard: 'dumb surprise* held the
onlookers; the fatuous moment passed, and our friend was his grave self
again* We pushed on to Leyburn, ransacked the great shop of antiques,
and returned. Alas! Tonks was called in and had to diagnose infracostal
rheumatism.
Of an evening the day's production of our three friends was stood up,
considered and criticised, or Steer and Tonks would come round to us to
draw and talk. Tonks liad decreed that at nine o'clock precisely, and not
before, the whisky botde should be opened: once he forgot the time and
gave no signal, but time remembered, his masterful will and the cork
leaped out to the second. It was there that Steer began the portrait of my
wife, by a lodging house lamp. It was completed in Chelsea, with a
Whisderian night-background of river and bridge and lights. He unearthed
a full-size study for it many years later.
In addition to my wife's portrait Steer made a wash-drawing of myself,
which I had forgotten till, in 1939, with his absurd excess of modesty, he
asked Gray whether he thought I should care to have it. I sent, as small
change for gold, a little profile I had drawn of him that same summer, and
got in reply this culmination of self^depreciation:
2.10.39
It as very kind of you to have sent me such a charming record of my early days, when
the world seemed such a pleasant place.
It has been very much admired by all who have seen it, especially by Ronald Gray,
who came in for a. few minutes last night.
Personally, it appeals to me, being a pure line drawing, a thing which has always
been a closed book to me, but which, none the less, fills me with admiration when so
successfully stated.
A drawing by Steer of Edward Stott, dated 1894 ^ reproduced on
page 36 gives the lie to such over-modesty.